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bottom of a boat, blackened with soot from the braider
which still flickered half-way up the snow slope. We
pulled the pram down to the sea and loaded into it our soiled
and torn quadruple sleeping-bag, a few grimy chipped cups
and plates, the primus stove, the enamel pail, two bent
aluminium pannikins and the faithful saucepan. One of
the pannikins held a little oatmeal, all the food we had left
except the remains of the seal meat buried beneath the snow.
That we bequeathed to the vultures. When the whaler
stood off the reefs we pulled out to her.
But the old iron brazier still stands half way up the snow
slope at the second point west of the observation camp,
We forgot to bring it away. It will never burn again.
Higher still, above the moss platform where the terns will
carry on their eternal business next summer, a tin of fuel oil
stands beside a semicircle of stones. The melting snow will
bring the stones rattling down the slope next spring* The
flag, dyed with penguins5 blood, must have blown down
long ago. And on the beach there lies a pair of sea-boots,
my sea-boots, which Walker, the last to jump into the pram
when we left, kicked off his feet on to the stones. If you evtr
go to the second point west of the observation camp and find
them there you may keep them. Pray that you never do.
And now, at the sight of those well-known, friendly,
cheerful faces, at the sound of their familiar voices and tbc
touch of their strong hand-clasps, the evil spirit of that
sinister place fled defeated to his solitudes, back to his high
throne of lichened rock and his encompassing wastes of snow,
There, cheated of his prey, he waits maybe ten, a hundred, *
thousand years before anyone again, in ignorance ami fofly,
dares to land on his beach to get fresh water* Out of Ac
pale twilight of a southern night, he drew down upon him-
self a veil of mist.